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Ra l p h  H a m i l t o n
T h e  m o t h e r , Br o k e n
A SEM 1-CENTO FROM CHARLES OLSON &  JOHN BERRYMAN
1.
I have had to learn the s implest  th ings  last
First  you break
M a in  Street is deserted
T h e  heart  is a c lock
G r i e f  is fa t ig u in g
2 .
I am a vain man 
I ve never been good at math  
or  g lu in g  b its back toge ther 
I d o n ’t k n o w  one d am n b u t t e r f l y  f ro m  ano the r  
I t  s h o u ld n ’t be hard to bel ieve damage is f inal  
I have st ra ined e ve ry th in g  except  my  ears
3 .
W h e n  m y  m o th e r  b roke  I t r ied  (b u t  no t  too  hard)
I am tw o  eyes a pel ican o f  lies 
T h e  heart  is a c loak 
Love me love me love me 
T h e  o n l y  way I ’ l l  ever be who le ,  m i l k y  
and sm oo th  l ike  seaglass 
C l i n g  to me and I p romise  y o u ’ ll d ro w n
4 .
Is be ing g ro u n d  in to  more  and more  parts,  f ine 
and sharp as s i f ted sand, dem oc ra t ic  
as dust ,  real ly the end 
H o w  small  is th is  news 
I ’m o n ly  a glass, says the glass: Somet imes  
I ho ld  the sea, somet imes the sun,  
bu t  never more than th is  dark  w ine  
- Break me
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